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In the Forest 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first story on rockfic, and | likely did something wrong. Whatever that was, | apologize in advance. 


This story is no more than the result of a bored kid that happens to like Blind Guardian. 


The heat of the fire rose in the air quickly, hardly enough to warm my fingers no matter how close | was. It 


was late in the year as | could tell, white wisps caressing the treetops and hills in the land around me. 


Cold as it was, it was a beautiful sight to see the sparkling under the moonlight and the reflection of the 
small flames that were licking at the air. 


| heard a faint crunching in the forest surrounding me that continued to grow louder as it approached. | 
silently grabbed my sword and looked into the misty air as far as | could see. 
A shape slowly began to take form, seeming to be that of a human 


Only one would know to find me here, but how? He had disappeared from the forest long ago, for what? Just 


to return now? 


| set down my sword and moved closer to the shape. The shape fell to the ground, but kept inching my way. 
When | had reached closer | could see a trail behind the figure, faint bits of red upon the white crystal ground. 


In that same voice | had heard all so often, but now far more pained, he croaked out my name and collapsed. 


Now completely still, | had no choice but to bring him back near the fire. 


| picked him up over my shoulder and laid him on the wolf pelts | had made into a bed of sorts near a large 


tree. Now with the soft glow of the fire illuminating his face, | could tell it was indeed my dear friend André. 


He had a large scar running across his left cheek, and several small scratches covering his once unscathed 
face. The coat | made for him when | was no more than sixteen years of age was torn vertically through his 
torso, but only minor scratches were present. The furs of his boots and trousers were soaked in small 


amounts of blood. His long brown hair was matted and uneven, and each limb had a spot that was oozing blood. 


With the little | had at my fire, | managed to patch up most of his wounds. He stayed still and silent while | 


was cleaning him up, but let out a small moan when | began to move back to my spot. 


| turned back to see his swollen eyelids attempting to open, and managing the slightest bit. "Dragons, Hansi. 
They're back for me, to do to me the same as to father," was all he said before making another sound of pain 


and passing out once more. 


| sat silent and unmoving for a moment, allowing André's words to sink in Dragons? André's father was said to 
have killed the last of them, only to later die from the wounds he suffered in battle with the last. The Olbrich 
family were those of legend to the people of lands far away. 


| had once witnessed an attack of a dragon, upon the village that André and | grew up in. He had to be wrong. If 
he was not mistaken, who was there to fight them off now? | am a bit stronger than André and a bit quicker, 
but surely no dragon slayer. He had it in his blood, but had been proven incapable at a very young age. Since 


our village had been burned by the last of them, there was no one but André and me for a great distance. 


| glanced over at the pile of bloodied rags and animal pelts that was André. | could see the soft rise and fall 
of his chest from where | was seated, which ensured that he was still alive. With my mind swimming with 


questions, | drifted off to sleep. 


Upon awakening, | looked around. The sunlight was reflecting off the snow, creating a blinding surface upon 


nearly everything around me. 
André had scarcely moved since | went to sleep, but was now awake and looking like he was already in condition 
to be moving about. He noticed that | was now awake, and tried to move to a spot closer to mine. Upon seeing 


his struggles, | went and sat by his side. 


"Good morning André," | said quietly, noting that he looked rather alarmed. He stuck out his hand to shake 


mine and returned the good morning. 


A light breeze blew through the area, blowing my hair in front of my eyes, thus creating a brown mass of 


tangles before me. André made a noise that | assumed was supposed to be a laugh of sorts. 
"How are you feeling?" | asked him. 
“truthfully... | feel half dead, but better than before | found you here.” He sighed. 


"What will we do, Hansi?" To this, | had no answer. No amount of thought would result in a conclusion. Without 
answering, | stood up and redid the fire in our camp. Once started, | cut some bear meat from the bear | had 
killed two days prior and made a small meal of it. André's watchful eyes were on me as | completed the task, 
almost as if he did not understand what | was doing. 


Once cooked thoroughly, | removed the stick with the meat on it to let it cool, then gave him a piece. The meat 


was charred and overall disgusting, but | was hungry, as was he. 


We ate in silence as | contemplated ways to kill dragons. Looking around our small campsite, | noticed that | 
had left my sword in the same spot | had dropped it upon realizing that | was not under attack last night. | 


picked it up and put it back into place, then sat down once more. Silence again. 


| knew | could not allow more harm to befall André, despite the fact that he had disappeared for the last 2 


years. He was akin to being my younger brother in a sense. 


If any dragons were out to wipe out the Olbrich's, | had no choice but to fight them off as well as | could. 


André was in no shape to be running from constant danger, nor was |. 


The following weeks were dreadful. Neither of us could sleep a full night, and every little sound in the 
surrounding forest became potential death. Surprisingly, André was getting much better, and was now capable 


of nearly everything | was capable of. 


One night | returned from hunting to find him sitting silently next to the fire wrapped in animal pelts but 
looking overall relaxed. | set down the three rabbits | had managed to capture and kill, and walked over to his 
side. 


| sat down; him still seemingly unaware of my presense. In the cold | could see his breath as a fog in the air, 


rising up and disappearing to be replaced by another cloud seconds later. 


The scratches that covered his face had mostly faded, aside from the gash across his left cheek, which was 


facing me. The fire reflected in his normally brown eyes, turning them to a strange shade of purple. 


Since he had not averted his gaze from directly ahead, | turned my attention that way as well. Just as | did, 
he sighed and shook his head. He laid down, facing the sky, so | did the same. 


"Where are the stars tonight, Hansi?" he asked me, not caring that it was a trivial question 


"There are clouds covering them tonight,” | answered. We were silent. "I am sorry | left before. Without 
father | was unsure of what to do. You kept me alive more than anything else had after his death. When | left 
| found another village several miles away, but they now suffer the same fate as Taruma" Taruma. | doubted 
that | would ever hear the name of my childhood home again after he left. 

"It is forgiven, André," | replied. 


We fell asleep side by side under the night sky, just as we had countless times during the last fifteen years. 
What felt like minutes later | was awakened by bright sunlight. | sat up rubbing at my eyes and looked around. 


André was gone. 


Knowing him, | shouldn't have been worried by that, but the last time he was gone overnight resulted in 
immense misery. | heard footsteps approaching swiftly and sprang to my feet. 


André was before me, panting and wide eyed, attempting to tell me something. He was absolutely frantic. 
"Drrrr-gs!! Hans- Sword! Runll" Considering the way he choked that out, | was sure | knew. 

| grabbed my sword just in time to hear a large swoop of wings and a giant crash, right behind me. 

| jumped back and spun around. | was now face to face with a giant which I'd only ever seen once before. 


At least 10 feet of green scales shimmered high before me in the bright light. Red eyes with thin black slits 


cut through them rose above flaring nostrils. 


The beast's gaping mouth was full of razor sharp teeth that hung mere inches above me. | was frozen in 


fear. 


Just as the dragon was going to crush me in it's jaws, André pushed me to the side then jumped back, 
narrowly missed by the dragon's giant claws. André does not belong in this fight. He has no weapons, no battle 


experience. Nor do |, but that is irrelevant. 


In the moment it took for the dragon to get it's leg back into place | yelled to him to get as far away as he 


could. | knew he would refuse. 
Grasping my sword tightly, | swung at the Dragon's neck. | managed only to give it a minor scratch. It opened 
its mouth and sent a huge blast of fire straight for my camp, which nearly put me in flames as well. All of 


my belongings now burned to a crisp, | had only a sword and my friend to rely on 


| tried again to stab it's neck, this time missing completely and being smacked to the ground by the dragon's 


foot. Despite the pain of the hit, | rose to my feet once more. André tossed me my sword, which was sent 
flying from my grip on impact. 


| surprisingly caught it, and swung towards the beasts face, this time catching it across the eye, causing a 


quite disturbing sight. Now angered even more, it swung at me again, this time missing. 


However, along with it's leg it also swung it's tail. The same tail that was covered with spikes each multiple 


feet long; the same tail that was heading right for André. 


| could see the terror in my friend's eyes as the giant spike made contact and sunk into his torso, breaking 


off in him and sending him flying back several yards. 


That could not be right. Not André. Anyone but André. He landed on the ground coughing and bleeding badly, 
the spike still protruding from his chest. 


Still in shock, | quickly thrust the sword straight up, through the dragon's lower jaw and into it's head. The 


dragon fell limp to the ground, unmoving with no sign of life. 


| let go of the sword and ran to André's side. Kneeling down next to him | was unsure of what to do. He was 
still alive, but barely. He coughed again, this time coughing up blood. His breathing was shaky and he seemed 
unable to grasp what had just happened. 


My lips were trembling uncontrollably as | attempted to speak. 


"No. André you can not.. Please André. Please. Do not die." Not once in my life do | remember crying. Not when 
my mother and father died, not when my little sister was burned to death in our home in Taruma, never. Now 
the tears would not stop. 


Although his arms were trembling horribly, André took my hand. Even his eyes were brimmed with tears. | 


could not lose my friend, not like this. 


If he would have listened and ran away maybe he would still be alive. Sure, | would probably be dead, but its 
still preferrable to the truth. 


"I am sorry Hansi," he whispered. His eyelids slowly closed as his head fell back and his grip on my hand 
loosened. He was now still. 


Hands and arms trembling, shaking with sobs as tears ran down my face, | could not say a word. After a few 


minutes had passed, | realized he needed a grave of sorts, at least out of respect. 


| pulled the spike from his chest, careful not to damage his body any further. Knowing that digging in the 
ground of this area is difficult, | gathered together many large rocks and covered him, marking his final resting 


spot that way. Upon placing the final stone, | whispered, 


"It is forgiven, André." 


It was then that | left, with nothing but the sword and a heavy heart. | walked from village to village, looking 


for something to cure me of my emptiness. 


Not long after | left on the journey, | met a young man by the name of Marcus. He is a bard, as am | now. 


We travel together from village to village, singing and playing music for the people, then continuing on. 


He is not André by any means, but he is still a nice young fellow. In our travels we have gone far, to places | 


never imagined seeing as a child, always knowing that things will keep changing. 


| guess no matter what happens to us, the bard's song will remain, if only to the people, just as André's 


memory to me. 


